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'T noven friendſhip and ſym- 
pathy demand this tribute of- eſteem, in 


memory of departed worth; yet ſad and 


unwelcome is the taſk of calling your 


attention to the tale of mortality. Life, 
tranſient as the fleeting meteor of night, 
is ſtill fondly admired, ſtill hoped to 


laſt forever. Sanguine in expettation and 
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elate with fancied ſtability, we hear, un- 


taught, the knell of keeneſt ſorrow, and ſee, 
unconvinced, the mouldering turf which 
| preſſes on the grave of youth. Blind to 


futurity, the paſſing moment flies unob- 
ſerved, and as the cruel ravages of death 


approach more near, the deluſi ve hope, 


that we. are exempt from the common 


courſe of nature, is hugged ftill cloſet to 


the breaſt, Warmed with the enlivening 


glow of youth, we too often flatter our- 
ſelves that feeble age is the only vic- 
tim to decay, and that the vernal morn 


of life 1s ever ſecure from the ſhafts of 


| diſcaſe. 


Bur alas ! how often do we ſee the 
faireſt bud of expeQation blaſted before 
it's. noon, while the filvered head of tired 
exiſtence ſtill trembles beneath the weight 
of years. How often does the liſtening 
tear bedew the cheek of ſenſibility, when 


the 
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the pale daughter of affliction follows to 
the tomb, thes object of her fondeſt care, 
the child of her affection, and the ſupport 
of. her declining age. 

Tees nurtured on the lap of frail- 
ty, and cruſhed by the moſt trivial inci- 
dent of life, we vainly boaſt ourſelves of 
full blown joy and futute proſperity. The 
| ſmiles of fortune entrap the heart, while 
the gay pleaſures of the world forbid 
ig and baniſh the dictates of rea- 

When afflaence pours around us it's 
5 of plenty, when honours await our 
nod, and when friends encircle the table 
of our bounty, cruel, indeed, is the idea 
which damps our feſtivity, and bids us 
expect the ſolemn moment, when the ſweets 
of ſociety ſhall. ceaſe to claim, and the 
endearments of life ſhall fade forever from 
our view. This melancholy period, we too | 
R WED, well | 
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well know, is, inevitably, affixed to the 
nature of man. Born of his kindred earth, 
he creeps into exiſtence, the feeble ſubject 
of misfortune ; and ſcarce does he taſte 
| the ſweets of | freedom, when the fatal 
ſtroke conſigns him again to the ſhade of 
oblivion. 1 | 

Tu helpleſs ſtate of infancy, the mo- 
mentary period of human maturity, and the 
cold languor of age, loudly declare him 
mortal. Kings, patriots and ſlaves muſt 
pay the laſt ſad debt of nature, and crum- 
ble to the ſame undiſtinguiſhed heap of 
diſſolution. The ſplendor of conqueſt and 
the dear bought laurel of fame proteR not 
from the horrors of the tomb. There, 
the wretched child of infamy ſleeps, un- 
diſturbed, by the ſide of faded glory, and 
the naked remains of a beggar repoſe on 
the ſame lap which ſupports the gilded 
caſque of a hero. "Tas 
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THE unerring ſhafts of death are ever 
on the wing, Domeſtic enjoyment is blaſt. 
ed by the cryel diſpoiler, and ſocial plea- 
ſures yield to the pang of woe. Beauty 
and innocence fall beneath the frown of 
fate ; friendſhip and love decay and die. 
Parental grief cannot reſiſt the grim meſ- 
ſenger of death; the ſmiling proſpe& of 
future uſefulneſs cannot avert the del- 
tined blow, 

Am1D the gay circle of thoughtleſs youth, 
when the young germe of merit puts forth 
its earlieſt ſplendor, the grizzly tyrant, of 
more than adamantine heart, enters, unſeen, 
and crops the vernal flower. 

How muſt it rive the heart of an indul- 
gent parent, when the object of his warm- 
eſt wiſhes and fondeſt expettations is 
inatched, forever, from his delighted view ! 


How muſt the feelings of a brother be 


wounded, 


* 
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wounded, when the friend of his ſoul, the 
companion df his joys, whom artleſs ſin- 
cerity had endeared, js torn from the arms 
of affeQtion and hid in the cold embraces 
of the tomb! 

Warn uſeleſs age, fatigued with the 
dull round of exiſtence, drops gently into 
duſt, we pity the orphan, yet repine not 
at the bow: But, when the bud of prom- 
iſe, whoſe infant char flattered the hope 
of future greatneſs, is blaſted by the chill 
| hand of death, apathy itfelf muſt ſigh, 
ſenſibility muſt weep. ; | 

Tarts, alas, was the melancholy fate of 
our once loved, but now no longer, bro- 
ther. The dawn of merit opened with 
brighteſt beam. We ſaw the unfullied | 
: ray ; we admired the promiſed ſplendor. 
But ah, too ſoon the morning lowered | 
the ſhort lived glory fled ! | 
RUSSELL 
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RUSSELL was the partner of our plea- 
ſures ; the worthy object of our eſteem. 
Together we ranged the pleaſing maze of 
ſcience ; together unravelled the myſteries 
of art. From the ſame fountain we drew 
the ſalutary draught of inſtruQtion ; from 
the ſame ſource ve taſted the pureſt ſweets 
of refinement. Fortune ſeemed to ſmile 
on 'our honeſt exertions, and promiſe fru- 
ition, equal to our toils. The moment 
rapidly advanced, when we ſhould have 
bidden an adieu to theſe ſacred walls, and 
have entered on the broad baſed theatre 
of action. The ſun had riſen which would 
haye lighted us through our collegiate 
courſe, and uſhered us into life. But, 
ere meridian day, our joys were interrup- 
ted, our deareſt hopes were blaſted forever. 
Our friend was in the prime of life and 
activity; but, he was like the morning 


flower, cut down at noon. WHERE 


24 ARA TION. 


-WrzxE now is the face which ſpoke 
the ingenuous heart ? Where naw the bro- 
ther, the friend of our affections ? Cold, 
alas, he lies. on the lap of earth, ſoon, 
ſoon to be forgotten! _ 
So far had he advanced in the pre- 
paratory courſe of ſtudy, that doubt itſelf 
almoſt ceaſed to fear, and ſanguine rela- 
tives beheld the completion of their wiſhes. 
But, cruel | rellection, while a mother's ten- 
| der ſolicitude hoped his future worth, while 
ſondeſt expectation welcomed him into ac- 
tive life, Omnipotence thought otherwiſe, 
fate frowned, and RUSSELL expired! 
Ar the moment when nature called him 
man, and ſmiled with parental fondneſs on 
his early merit, remorſeleſs diſeaſe attacked 
che ſprings of life and blaſted the utopian 


view. 


AN aged mother, preſſed with a load 
of 
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of grief too great for utterance, bends, in 


filent woe, over the grave of her once 


deareſt, but now departed pride. 
A rranTic fiſter calls loudly on the 
friend of her inexperienced youth, whoſe 
tender care had won her eſteem, whole 
fraternal fondneſs had ſecured her love. 
But in- vain, he hears not her cries, he 


ſees not the tears of her affection. 


Tux keen ſorrow of a brother eloquently 


deſcribes the paſſions of his ſoul, when the 
beloved companion of his younger ſports 
is laid in the gloomy region of death. 
Sucn is the ſcene which demands your 
warmeſt ſympathy ; ſuch the reflection 
which claims the genuine tear of pity. 
Bur, I preſume that your feelings are 


the moſt powerful orators on this melan- 


choly occaſion, and that they need no 
exertion of the ſpeaker to awaken them. 
55 I 
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I will, therefore; no longer continue the 
narration of thoſe ideas, which your ſen- 
ſibility muſt, already, have ſuggeſted. 

PosskssED of. a ſoul ſuperior to deceit, 


- Ruffell was unacquainted with the nig- 
-gard arts of adulation, and to the mean 
devices of ſelf intereſt he was equally a 
ſtranger. Guided by the pureſt diftates 
of honour, he never, willingly, deviated 
from the path of  reftitude, nor was his 
© honeſt boſom ever wounded by the gnaw- 
ing pang of ſelf. reproach, - Tenderly alive 
to compaſſion, he never raiſed the cruel 
laugh at andther's coſt, nor ſuffered ma- 
licious calumny to tremble on his tongue. 
His eye was ever open to the virtues of 
others, while the veil of his charity con- 
cealed their foibles. Firm to his truſt, 
he never diſcloſed the ſacred depoſite of 
friendſhip, nor was his ſincerity ever wreck- 
ed 


8 
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ed in the tide of paſſion. Malevolenck . 
was a ſtranger to his breaſt. Liberal, yet | ot 
juſt, in his ſentiments, he revered the dil. 
ciple of virtue, though he deſpiſed the 
Afurd formalities of bigotry. Benevolent 
in the higheſt; degree, he cenſured with 
modeſty, he praiſed with ſincerity. Too 
virtuous to fear detraQtion,'and too noble 
to ſeek unworthy revenge, he felt not the 
aſperſions of envy, he forgave with plea- 
ſure. Ever awake to the duties of hu- 
manity, he anticipated the wants of diſ- 
treſs, and leſſened the weight of poverty 
by removing the cruel neceſſity of requeſt. 
Bur, alas, his merit and his virtue could 


not ſhield him from the ſtroke of fate. 


Wir chriſtian fortitude and reſigna- 


tion he bore the pains of a lingering diſ- 


eaſe, and when nature could no more, he 
languiſhed into life. 
C 
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Since then we know not the hour 
which ſhall call us to that world, from 
whoſe bourne no traveller returns, let us 
ſeize with eagerneſs the pafling moment, 
nor quit it unimproved. Let virtue be 
our pole ſtar, let reaſon guide our exer- 
tions. Then, when time ſhall, with us, 
ceaſe, we'll bid a chearful adieu to the 
fading joys of life, and DIE to LIVE 


FOREVER 
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